
K?
i,"

iv .,

v.

"mV

The News-Heral- d.

nCDMEHDAT, JUKE II. IMS.

HILLSBOUD. orao.

THAT DAY WE GRADUATED.

We've hart lomf first elms fruitage, bors,
'Mid nil the bad pears In our baskets,

And there are cot cral Jewelod tors
In Memory's queer, old fashioned oaskets:

While slh er morning bells will chime
eomo certain tone that ne'or were mated,

Krora that unprecedented time
Tbatgrand old day wo graduated)

It was a sheaf of hopes and fears;
A fato that o.imj, olnso envored, to UiIt was t ho last day of tour rears
That n ere to linl'.d up or undo us;

The hour we wished and dreaded most,
l'rom which we shrunk, for which ws

walled;
That Inwnrd foar and outward boast-T-hat

lino old day we graduated
A thousand heads and hearts were there,

ltd morn or lessd'scernment gifted;
Our enemies with hopeful staro.

Our fr c mis with look of kindness lifted.
We saw ny chanlets. wondering whom

To crown their brlllinnt lives wero fatod;
Bouquets looked puzzled 'mid their bloom

'lhat fragrant day wo graduated!

And Ileauty held n precious nrbo
Of ni e- - fur our Intense o til at ons

And looked f i om tiianr-coloro- eyes
Made nul77lcal by old flirtations;

And Learning glanced us through and
through.

With cold astuteness that we hated; '
We knew how much wo never know

That trying day we graduatodl
Wo rose with super student care,

llrlinful ot fenrs and Information;
Wo had about ten minutes there

To put four tears In ono oration.
A thousand ludgments on our llvos

r rom that Important hour wore datei(
How iiucer that ono of us survives

That iatelul day we graduatodl
How nil tho sad. uneasy past

Wns wrenched from History's pososslon,
In cartr djjos of periods can

And llrcd In rounds of quick euccosslnnl
night's wliuomo look. Wrong's loathsome

shlipc,
Wero iinonulvooallv stated;

And lucky Mint which could escape
Us all that day we graduated I

And when our guns were at full play,
Aso'er tliocreaklngstage wo hauled them,

Eome first clas words got strayed awav
And would not come back when wo callod

them:
Wo hud to grope and stumble round

Just where our stt lo wns mo9t InUated;
Humility and nerve, we found,

Were trumps that day we graduated!
Ah mo 1 It was nil bitter sweet

That time of mus.c. floweri and splendor;
Tho future lire wo marched to meot.

Tho past, with memorios rich and tonder.
A somber filled the nlr

A mournful Jov, ne er duplicated;
Both n'gtit nnd morning lingered there.

That changeful day wo graduated I

And when "Oood bve,"pamo. grimly sure,
And handed us our hands at parting,

We saw on what n lonely tour
Of out door effort we woro starting;

Wo who hnd wrangled, schemed and fought,
As den r old irlcuds each other ratod;

Love twined about us. as It ought,
That solemn day wo graduated!

Will drltlon, in 11 irpcr't Wtikly.

A WEDDING MUKDER.

"Why a Toast to tho Bride Was
Out Short by Death.

The first timo I visited Mldhampton was
in pursuit of n young fellow who bad em-
bezzled a few hundred pounds. I traced
faim to the barracks wheie, having spent
all his money be bad enlisted. Having
taken tho shilling before noon, he went to
enjoy himself in the great manufacturing
town till the evening, wbon bo was in-

structed to return to tloop, preparatory to
going before tho doctor oarly next morn-
ing, and being attestod before tho magis-
trate. It was a nasty, cold night when I
returned to the military quarters, and I
was not a little pleased to And the sergeant
who accompanied me an intelligent and
superior man. The street in front of the
barracks was a wide thoroughfare, well lit
up by tho chops and public bouses on the
opposite side. Being quito a mile from tbo
turn), a uiacK L'np Memeu to lie unweeu
them and it Three miles further on is the
smaller community of Uilston, and the
seigeant explained to mo that tho road-
way formed something liko an irregular
scnil-chcl- fco that actually the distance,
as tho crow flies, was less than four miles.

"The fact is," he continuod, "there is a
pathway across the moor which is quite a
mile shorter, and in the
daytime mostly use that way. It starts
from tbo bottom end of Highrtioet, and the
soldiers at 'tattoo' mostly return that way.
although sonio of them como to varo grief
when a bit 'ton-heav- for the waste
ground is full ot ruts and holes and, in the
winter time, particularly, big pools aro
formed in which more than one warrior
has closed an inglorious career. It's a dis-
mal spot, and the mere sight of it gives mo
the 'blue..'"' There's o sentry on tho back gate, tbon,
I suppose?" I slid.

'Theie'sasentryon the gate loading to
the back of the officers' quaiters. and from
tbeio another gate leading into tho barrack
square, but thut is closed ut tattoo, so that
mon who aro late must pass the main
guard. I expect that will be closed earlier

continued the sargeant, "for
thore are great 'golugs on' among the of-
ficers."

"Indeed," I said.
Yes," continued ray informant. 'I

don't suppose the old building has ever
witnessed such a scene beforo. The Adju-
tant of tho Third Battalion of th6

regiment that is the militia
was man ied this morning to the Colonel's

niece, and as it is the last day of the annual
training, the wedding breakfast is made a
general guest-nigh- t, and the fair sex are of
course very wellrepresentod.''

"There is no regular regiment here,
then!" I remarked.

"No; only the depot of the First Battal-
ion, at present at the Cape "

After a short delay I cried:
"Sinco it is not yet tattoo our man could

manage to get in by the back gate."
"I don't think it is atall likely." returned

my companion, "unless, indeed, ha made
the acquaintance of some of the other
men. We may, however, bare a walk
round. Iu the meantime I'll just ask the
corporal to detain the youth in the guard
room, should he turn up in our absence."

Having done so, we walked leisurely
long the front wall in the direction of the

town, and then turned up alongside the
higher one running at right angles, withina few feet of which the dwellings wore
built. Tbe chill rain was drizzling in our
faces, and both with one accord raised the
collars of our overcoat. At the same in-
stant, and before we bad loft tbe highway
twelve paces, we heard something thatcaused the sergeant to cry :

"Halloa I"
"What's thatl" I exclaimed.
"It's a shot," ha returned.
"There's no practice going on Inside just

now," I proceeded.
"Not at this hour," he replied. "There

must be something wrong. The sound
seemed to come from behind us the mainentrance, in fact Two years ago a ser-
geant, who expected being, broken' for
drunkenness, shot himself in the guard
room. I nope it Isn't such another case."

"Let's see," I cried, and I set off running
1n the direction we had come, followed by
the heavier and more deliberate man in
uniform.

When we got to the main eat one of the
servants had just arrived from the mess,
breathless from running and white with
horror.

"The Colonel orders tbe large gate to be
hut, a policeman sent for, and every man

who enters after now to be detained before
.going to his quarters."

"Here is a polios sergeant," said the ser- -
of tbe guard, as we entered. "What's

matter!'"
"The Adjutant has just been shot dead-thro- ugh

tho mess room window!"
There was general cry of amazement

mnd horror from the men forming the
guard. I was disgusted with the job I was
on, which gave no opportunity for exer-cisia- g

skill, and felt somehow elated that I
happened to be on tbs spot when what
premised to be a very mysterious affair
occurred. Addressing toe servant l who

, was clad In blut striped jacket of the
Tatnn ant. I cried 1

offlcor In uniform, I added! "Come along,
sergeant," and commenced running across
the spacious parade ground in the wake ot
the man who brought tbe news. I had not
run quick enough, however, to prevent me
from bearing one ot the soldiers say :

"And so the beggar's shot at Inst. I
always thought some one would brain
him.''

Anotbor voice murmured pomothlng like
"Servo him right." But that was not the
time to make inquiries, nor the place.

We entered the spacious hall ot the off-
icers' quarters, and the sounds of women
screaming and weeping could be heard on
every hand. At the door of the moss
room an elderly gentleman in mess cos-
tume stopped the way.

"Ah, a policeman at last," he said.
"This gentleman, said the police ser-

geant, "is Iusfiector Poynter, from Scot-
land Yard fortunately here on other
business"

"This way, sir," cried the Major for that
was this gentleman's rank. "Thank Heaven
you are on the spot," and he led tho way
into the great room, around which a few
men in uniform and private dress wero
stauding, pale-face- d and hushod, in the
prosonce of doath. Two army doctors
wore loaning over the chair ot the lnur-dore- d

man, and they had already pro-
nounced life to be extinct.

As I advanced announced, tho medical
men stood aside, and I saw a stout man
lying back inanimate in the circular chair
which he had occupied at the feast. He
was in all likelihood forty years of age,
hooked-nose- aud I should imigine that
his habitual expression might be termed
fierce and commanding. His eyebrows were
bushy and heavy, and met over the nose,
while his large mustache joinod short
whiskers at the ends. Ghastly pale, a
bluish tinge romalnod upon the noso and
cheeks, and this seemed to indicate that
his countenanco was not only weather-beate- n,

but marked by tokens only to be
seen on tho facos of those who are fond of
wine and similar beverages, and who use
them unsparingly.

"Will you soa that nothing is moved!"
I asked tho police sergeant; and having
explained the necessity of this precaution
to tho Major, Iexamiued tho surroundings

Tbe white damask cloth in front of the
chair was crimson and wet with his heart's
blood. Thoro were four very large and
wide windows looking toward the moor-
land, and the docoased man had boon sit-
ting right opposite the one at the extreme
end of tho room the ond where the head
ot the table was. It was explained that
Captain Mervyu that was his name was
in the act of rising to reply to the toast of
the bride's health, when tho fatal bullet
cams crashing through tho window to pen-
etrate his heart. Standing as nearly in his
thon position as possible, I saw the hole iu
the glass, with the numberless cracks radi-
ating from the round center. la the
Sloomy light of the space between the

tno moorland. I discerned some-
thing liko tbe ruins of a house. When I
had noted every thing, I informed the doc-
tors that the body might be removed to
the Captain's bed room, it they wished it,
and that gentlomen might take away
whatever possessions they hal on the ta-
bles. Meantime. I left the room in chargo
of a constable who had just arrived, aud
with the sergeant proceeded to examine
the outside of tbe building.

Upon entering the building I notice 1
that a flight of six steps led up to the hall,
and a side flight ot a similar number lod
don n to tho area and tbe kitchens. From
this it will be understood that although the
mes room might bo said to be on the
ground floor it was still high enough to be
class3d a first floor. Uoiug out at tbe back
door, we descended the same number of
stnos, and hero I found a number ot young
officers, servants, soldiers and militiamen
tho latter just as tboy had run
from their dormitories, the canteen or the
recreation rooms. Tbe Colonol was there
in a state of groat excitement and distress.
Ho had, notwithstanding this fact, taken
tbo precaution to put an extra guard of a
sergeant and two men on the gate, and no
one was permitted to enter or pass out ex-
cept a few officers who had rushed out
bareheaded in pursuit of the assassin. I
noticod to my dismay a number of people
from tbe street had gathered outside tbe
walls. Passing through the gateway, af tor
beiug introduced to tho Colonel, I saw that
tne ground to tbo moorland rose slightly.
and that the roofless ruins of a hut stood
upon tho very edge of the rise, and directly
opposite tho broken window, and this win
dow was opposite the gateway. Little
more than a glance sufficed to show me
that a firearm, resting horizontally upon
we sin ot wuab once was a winaow in tne
but, would convey a bullet to the heart
this fatal one had found.

"The shot has been fired from this hut,"
I intinnd. Will vou see that no one
enters it!"

As I spoke two young officers, clad in
mess jackets, advanced from the ruins, and
ono oi mora saia:

"We have been there" but before I
could nnswor I beard other words spoken
in the close vicinity which commanded my
attention, although I took caro not to ap-
pear to bo listening. The words wore thee :

"Homebody has been killed who is it!"
and before I could interfere the second
officer replied to the speaker:

"Miss Brooks "
"Miss Brooks! Great heavens! Not

Captain Mervyn "
The rain was coming down again, hut in

a dense, misty kind of way. Some men
came out with lanterns, and a guard was
put on tbe ruins at my request. I thon
noticod that the two young officers who
bad coma from them, and the civilian who
had spoken so straugoly and suspiciously,
woro not only wet.but stained and splashed
from head to foot. The officer who had
ul to rod tho words "Miss Brooks" had evi-
dently fallen more than onco, for his fine
scarlet moss jacket was bedaubed all up
one side.

Taking the first young officer and the
police sorgoaut aside, I asked the former if
he was aciiuainted with the voune contla- -
man to whom his companion was now
.speaking.

--u, yes; ne is a ineaa or. most oi us."
"His name!"
"Sidney Beryl."
"Any profession!"
"No." Thon with a sudden suspicion:

"Suwly you don't suspect him!"
"I can't say yet," I replied.
Then tarningto the sergeant, I asked him

to dispersj tbe crowd, if possible, while I
proceeded with my examination.

"What is your friend's name I" I asked
the officer I was talking to "the gentle
man speaking to Beryl."

"His name is Bromley Lieutenant
Bromley."

"And yours!"
"Clayton Captain Clayton."
"Ask Mr. Bromley and Mr. Beryl to step

this way," I said to the police sergeant,
"and then request the people to disperse."

"Now. Captain Clavton." I bszan. "will
you kindly tell me all you know briefly
before your friend approaches, and before
we retire wunin tne Duuaing!"

"If vou will oblige msbvasicinarsome one
to send our servants out with our caps aud
great coats," be returned.

men ne went on alter tne message was
sent:

"When the shot was fired it caused the
greatest consternation, I need not say.
Bromley and I were nearest the door, and
distinctly saw the flash through the lower
windows, upon one impulse we ootn
rushed out. My first thought was that tbe
sentry was the murderer, but when we
reached the back door we saw the man
coming hurriedly from the box ten yards
in the other direction, where be had
naturally taken refuge from the rain.

"I hurried out at the back gateway,
closely followed by Bromley. Leaping up
beside the ruins, we both at one moment
saw soma one running across tbs moor""At one moment!"

"Yes, because just as I was about to cry
Then he is,' the same words were uttered
by Bromley, and we both set off in punuit
It was dark, and grsw darker there in the
hollow; and Bromley, who got in front ot
me, stumbled and fell In slimy pool. Bo-fo-

I could pull up I went right over htm.
When we got up we hurried on in tbs
direction of the wood or plantation to tbs
left there. We had not gone far, however,
when I looked to the right and saw a figure
running along the elevated ground which
skirts the high road to Hllston. Changing
our courts, ws stumbled along in that
direction, but when ws approached the
rising stretch we distinctly heard the nolss
ot wheels. It seemed as if some vehicle
had just been started, and when we reached
tne nags upon wntcn we naa seen tne run-
ning man clearly defined, silhouette
fashion, against the long line ot pale blue
sky, nothing was to be seen, and the noiss
ot the wheels had died away, leaving us
perfectly pussled as to which direction the
cab or whatever it was had gone."

'And then "
"We returned after little consultation.

It was still raining sharply, and we fancy
we cam up to ths rains there without
bains' observed bv those within the barrack
walls and at the gat. BroatUy, who has

"Lead ma to the scene of the murder la I iajsred himself sUghtly, was for going to
sfe shortest way." Then, taming to &bu quarters at once; bat m 1 1141 famat

to explore the rains before going in, he ac-
companied me, protesting, however, that
we could find nothing In thore."

"He was wrong, however," I said, ''for
you found that piece of half burned paper
which you have in your hand."

"Yes," faltered Captain Clayton. "You
have sharp eyes, sir."

"It Is my profession to have sharp eyes,"
I answered. "Will you permit me to ex-
amine your paper!"

He gave the scrap up reluctantly. Turn-
ing In such a way that the light of the
mess-roo- windows fell upon it, I saw
that it was a bit of what nowspaper people
call a "proof." Looking closer, I perceived
that the words printed formed a fragment
of a verse or two. I have preserved a copy
of the fragment. Here it is ;

of golden day.
of moonlit night; ,

as autumn gray,
Ing on my sight,

cease to meet,
break the spelt;

on memories sweet.
Farewell! Farewell!

Yon win permit me to retain this," I
said to Captain Clayton, who now was en-
abled to don his gray coat and cap.

"Of course," he said, but with a hesita-
tion which I mentally noted.

Having elicited as much as possioie irom
this gentleman, I found an opDortunity of
listening to his companion, Mr. Bromley,
but the information recotved tallied in
every particular. From him I learned
that Mr. Beryl was the son of a gentleman
who had been nearly ruinod by the failure
of a bank before bis decease. Sydney had
spent much of his time in London, mixing
in good society, and winning the reputa-
tion of being something ot a poet. Upon
tho death of his only parent he returned to
his native place ana the fragment ot prop-
erty loft htm. He still wrote verses and
amused himself by having them printed
for private circulation among his friends.
He had long been a suitor for the hand ot
Miss Brooks, whoso uncle lived in tho
neighborhood. The latter, however, ob-
jected to him as a husband for bis nolce
after the loss of his fortune, and be was
finally rejected upon tho circulation of
certain rumors regarding the dissipated
nature of bis life in London.

The sergeant of police being on night
duty, I requested him to be present at the
changing of the guard on tho ruins during
the night. Then, having sent a messenger
for tbe coroner's attendance, I walked
howoward with tho sergeant, and greatly
to his amazement procured a constable to
watch Mr. Beryl's house all night. Noxt
morning at daylight I was at the ruins.
Tho sergeant had not yet gone off duty,
and we both began to examine tho interior
of the old hut together. The rain had passed
off, and the soft mud of the night before
bad become glutinous. I then demonstrated
clearly to the amazed police sergeant that
tour pisunci inaiviauais naa enterea tne
place the night before; but while I aston-
ished mr companion I was not a little
startled myself, for one of the four lndi- -

viauais naa almost certainly been a
woman a woman with a very small foot,
and the boots or shoes worn were of tbe
most fashionable make, with very high and
pointed heels.

Having procured the boots worn bv Can- -
tain Clayton and Mr. Bromley tbe night
before, and verified the imprints made by
these, I made inquiries and discovered that
none of tbe ladlei present at the break-
fast had DassoJ bevond thn Hnnr nf the
building until they finally left by tho front
uoor unu iront gate, as soon as uaptaiuClayton made bis appearance I asked him
if any one else had accompanied his friend
and himself into the interior of the hut.
He answerod, "No," pointedly, and when I
said that there wore clear and distinct
marks ot another pair ot masculine boots
or shoes, he cried:

"You are a most extraordinary fellow,
and it is, it seems to me, impossible to con-
ceal anything from you. I suppose It is
my duty to speak out,1' be continued, with
a sigh, "and yet I foel as certain as I am
that I live and breathe that Sidney Beryl
is as innocent as I am."

"Sydney Beryl I" I repeated. "What of

"I told you,", continued the Captain,
"that my friend and I entered the ruined
hut together. Well, when wo wars about
to leave we saw another man enter by the
outer doorway. I pulled Bromley aside
into tne snaaow, ana saw ueryi pass us.
Ho walked right into the inner room and
paused for a moment to look out of the
very opening from which you said last
night you thought the fatal shot had been
fired. We hurried out and got round
toward the gate by the left of the ruin,
when wo met you. A moment afterward
we heard Beryl spak, and saw that he
must have como round by tbe other side."

"Ho very likely returned to see if ho had
dropped anv thing on his former visit to
the spot," I murmured. "Did you notice
from what direction he came when you
first saw hlml"

"No," was tbe Captain's reply, appar-
ently horrified at the web I was weaving
around the verse-writin- g lover of Edith
Brooks.

"Do you think," I proceeded to ask,
"that, supposing he were the figure you
saw running away, be could have got back
to the highway in time to mingle with the
people who had gathered theref"

"I should think so," returned Captain
Clayton, "particularly it he had a vehicle
of some kind waiting,"

"I must send around to his house and
procure the boots Mr. Beryl wore last
night," I murmured thoughtfully.

"That will be unnecessary," a voice re-
plied. "The boots are here."

Looking up, I saw Mr. Beryl, pale and
worn-lookin- standing in front of us be-
hind tbe hut.

"What do you want with them!" he in-
quired, proudly and with a sneer.

"I wished to discover if you had entered
this ruin last night," I replied, somowhat
taken aback.

"You will have no difficulty in that, be-
cause I tell you I did enter there last
night."

"More than once!"
"No; only once."
"Indeed I''
"Indeed. Do you doubt my word!"
"I do," Ireturnod.
"Insolent," he exclaimed
But I proceeded with my examination ,

although I was not altogether at my ease
regarding the impressions of a woman's
shoes, as well as a little staggered by bis
manner which, I must confess, was ex-
tremely like the manner ot an innocent
person falsely accused. At last I said :

"It Is my duty to Inform you that I may
arrest you at any moment, without even
tbe formality ot a magistrate's warrant"

"I shall not run away," he said, fiercely,
turning upon his heel

I mentally resolved that he would not
have the chance.

I bad him watched all that day. In the
afternoon one ot tbe printers be had been
in the habit ot employing discovered a
corrected proof of a poem called "Fare-
well." The type had long been broken up,
tut one ot the verses ran:

"By the light of golden day.
By the charm of moonlit night;

Though tbour't cold as autumn gray.
Thou art glowing In my sight.

Though at last we cease to meet.
Absence oan not break the spell;

I must II ve on memories sweet.
Oh, my love, farewell! farewell!"

Although I still had misgivings I con-
sulted the coroner and the stipendiary
magistrate, and tbe latter ordered tbe ar-
rest ot Mr. Beryl at once. I had learned
during the day that no suspicion led to any
of the men of the militia or the depot of
"regulars." Tbs deceased was universally
disliked; but the bullet which killed him
was a round ons, fired from an old smooth-
bore musket That still might point
toward Beryl; but that woman's shoes
rendered me uneasy, and I could not satisfy
myself on tbe subject even when I dis-
covered that ths prisoner and 'the dead
man had had a terrible quarrel a quarrel
that had nearly ended in a trlp.to Boulogne
and a duel on the sands. Ot course this
came from the love borne to Miss Brooks:
and after asking myself It ths poetical
Beryl had, in fit of frenzy t concluded to
kill his rival, I proceeded, unsatisfied, to
another query Li there another woman la
tbe case! ana was the man the victim the
assassin intended!

Returning to the barracks, I got ths
officers to corns into tbe mess room again
The murdered man had been sitting with.
his face to the window the blinds ofwhich
were seldom or never lowered, since ths
whole row looked only on the blank: walls
oe'rthe moorland and so It was plain that
the person who sat in the chair opposite
him would be in the line ot lira. When I
asked the question I almost divined tbe
answer:

The bride."
Standing up as the deceased had been

standing when he was shot, I asked the
shortest and slightest of the officers to sit
in the chair wbtcu naa mm oocapiea oy
tne unnsppr may.

The ton of the bride's head would be on
a line with the heart of the victim! Ha
was rising to return thanks for ths toast of
the evening, when ths shot was flr4. Mn- -

IgoM Mm balm was lateaata for tk brala

of the lady, the snddea rising of the gentle-
man might well make the hand ot the assa-

ssin-Make and spoil the aim. It was
plain to me that I must look for a woman,
soma woman who felt herself injured by
the marriage, and who hated ths girl who
had won the place or position she coveted.
Tbe more I pondered on this, the idea of
Beryl's Innocence grew upon me. And
yet, I argued, on the other hand, what
English woman would resort to such a
revenge!

I mado Inquiries, however, and discovered
that Captain Mervyn's character had been
a strangely wild one. Belonging to a good
family, ha lived in expectation of a title
and a fortune, and this, coupled with the
fact that he did the bulk ot tbe Colonel's
duties, led that gentleman to use all the in-

fluence with his nloce to bring about the
marriage which was never to be consum-
mated.

The name most connected with Captain
Mervyn's was that of Miss Inez Herman,
tbe niece ot the stipendiary magistrate.
The coroner's inquest took place one day,
and the prisoner was brought before Mr.
Herman the next. Miss Harman sat at
the solicitor's table, and was certainly not
In her first youth. She bad been very
beautiful, and her eyes and hair were still
black as night the former large and
brilliant. I learned that her father, who
was the elder brother of the magistrate,
had been in the consular service, and had
married a Spanish lady previous to being
transferred to Brazil. He dlod, and left his
only daughter to bis brother's care. During
the magistrate's examination I became
cognizant of two things. The widowed
bride had persisted in being present, and
early in the proceedings I saw her gaze
upon the prisoner in such a way as proved
to me beyond doubt that she loved him with
her whole heart and soul. An hour later I
happened to glance at the magistrate's
niece, and beheld her looking at Mrs.
Morvyh, the bride, with such an expression
of concentrated hate as I never saw before
or since on n human face. That look was
a revelation to me, and that afternoon I
went secretly and mado a cast ot tbe im-
pression of tbe woman's shoes in tho
ruined hut I tried to trace them from tho
old building, but tho soil was sandy, and
the rain had obliterated all recognizable
traces of any foot-mark- s.

I communicated with headquarters, and
was ordered to remain at the disposal of
the local authorities, who had applied for
the continuation ot my services. I made
the acquaintance of Miss Harman's maid,
and was not long before I got an oppor-
tunity of comparing one of the ladies'
shoes with the cast I bad made. Having
formed a mold from the cast, I fitted the
shoe in, and it was perfectly accurate.
Captain Clayton and Mr. Bromley swore
positively to having seen a man a slight
one, probably fly from the scene of the
murder, and that set mo thinking again.

A fortnight passed over, and I was al-

most despairing ot making the discovery I
desired, whon an advertisement appeared
in tbo Times for a coachman to bo "gener-
ally useful as an indoor servant" I al-
most leapod for jov when I read: "Apply
to Mr. Harman, Milton House, Hllston
road, Midhampton." I wrote to the chief
to provide mo with first-cla- references,
and then hurriod up to town. From there
I applied for tbe situation, and, having got
it, disguised myself by donning a close-cu- t

n wig and crepe hair
gluod so finely to my choeks that I

could comb thorn with impunity. Next
day I arrived like a stranger in Midhamp-
ton, and ou reaching the magistrate's
house was, thanks to the excellency of my
testimonials, placed In a confidential posi-
tion at once. Milton House was half a
mile further on the road than the barracks,
aud the route taken by the flying fugitive
on the night of the murder would lead
right to the back gate of the premlsos. I
had provided myself with a complete set
of keys and "pick-lock- " instruments. It
was my hope to be able to use them suc-
cessfully on the first Sunday. The day,
however, was wot, and I had to drive the
magistrate and his niece to church.

Next Sunday dawned beautifully, and
the whole household, with the exception of
tbe cook and myself, walked to church.
The former was too busy to look after me,
so I had ample time to ransack every
corner of Miss Inez Harman's roomi. In a
cupboard off the dressing-roo- I found a
mud-staine-d sailor suit of clothing, which
I afterward discovered hod belonged to her
cousin, the magistrate's son, now. a sub-
lieutenant in the royal navy. Tbe gar-
ments were cast off when he was a mid-
shipman, and had been lockod up in his
room, to which Inez, as mlstresi of tbe
house, had access, ot course. A pair of
shriveled up shoe3 were rolled up in the
trousers, and in ono of the pockots of the
latter I discovered the remainder of the
proof of the poem "Farewell." Tho burned
fragment had boen used as wadding for tbo
gun, and this I found at the bottom ot u
curious old box, which stood in a dark
corner of tbe dressing-room- . It was a short,
ornamental weapon ot Spanish manufact-
ure, and several bullet3 oxactly matching
tbo one taken from the dead man's wound
were tound in n case besldo it. I carried
all the proofs of tbo woman's guilt into her
sitting-roo- and placed them upon the
table. Then I went to my own
bedroom, and, changing my disguise, waited
the return of tbo murderess.

She came upstairs lightly, and entered
the apartment humming a hymn tune.
The noxt moment a terrible scream, or
rather shriek, startled the whole house. 1
ran down stabs and saw tho unbap.ty
wome n lying on the carpet Insensible. The
servants came rushing up, but I stood at
the door and permitted no ono to enter
until her uncle arrived.

"You here I" be cried.
"Send tbe servants away, sir," I said.
He waved bis band in a stupefied kind ot

way, and tbe women gradually disap-
peared. Tbon I asked bim to prepare for
a great shock, aud ushered blm into the
room. He was a man ot strong nerve and
undonbted Intellect He grasped tbe de-
tails very briefly and then we raised the
murderess upon the sofa; she had burst
a blood-vess- and the stamp ot death was
upon her brow.

"Brandy!" he said.
I brought him some. Ho endeavored to

pour some between bor set teeth. Pres-
ently she opened her great dark eyes and
looked strangely and wistfully rouud. Her
eyes fell upon the gun and the mud-staine- d

clothes and shoes on the table.
"Ah!" she moaned, In a kind of hoarse

whisper. Then, after a pause, she added
with an effort: "He left me and married
another! I did not mean to kill him,
though. No; I wished to remove her that
be might return to his first, his only lo "

The word was never completed. When
the prisoner was next brought up, an alibi
was truthfully proved, and he was dis-
charged. Bv the publio generally this was
classed among tbe crimes never cleared up;
but oyaney ueryi ana nis wire tor ne soon
after married Edith Brooks, or Mervyn
knew, and one or two others knew at the
time, the true story of the bridegroom shot
through the heart Cincinnati Enquirer.

PARISIAN STREETS.
Ijibyrlnthlan Lanes Swept Away by ths

Progressiva Spirit of the Century,
Leaving the Ruo Saint-Jacque- s, and

traversing the Cite, tho Rao Saint-Mart- in

presents itself. On reaching
the spacious boulevard bearing the same
name, the attention is arrested by the
Porto Saint-Marti- which occupies a
commanding site on the opposite bor-
der of the' boulevard and was ereotod
in the form of a triumphant arch to
comrnomorate the exploits ot Louis
XIV. Ludovlco Magno (I) being

on its front. Whatever opinion
may be entertained ot the "exploits"
attributed to the pompous despot, there
can be no hesitation in awarding high
oreflit to the architect by wnom the
edifice was designed. Not far from it,
in a liko position, stands the Forte
Saint-Deni- s, which was built about the
same time as its neighbor, and, though
presenting a similar appearanoe, is
proDauiy superior to it in some oi its
features. In the middle ages the Rue
Saint-Den- is was oonsiderod to hold
verv hieh oosition amone Parisian
thoroughfares; it was, moreover, "by
the Porte Saint-Denis- ," observes Saint-Foi- x,

"that royal personages entered
Farts." IU superiority nas long ainoe
departed, and tho labyrinth of dirty
lanes closely packed between the Rue
and Faubourg 8alnt-Martl- n and the
Rue and Faubourg Salnt-Donl-s,' be-

wildering wayfarers and sorely trying
their patience, has. In great part, been
swept away and its plaoe oooupled by
tha admlrablr eomtrocted Boulevard

I Sevastopol ,,aad Strasbourg. 0ftM
1 man's Magdtin:

SCHOOL AND CHURCH.
One BBndrcd and fifty of the thres

hundred nnd sixty-flv- o colleges in thil
country publish papers.

Tho school fund of Texas is larger
than that of any ten other States in the
Union.

Tho Boston Evangelical Ministers'
Association sends an appeal to Con-gro-ss

for protection to the 'Chlneso on
the Pacific Coast.

The Chicago Free Kindergarten
Association Is doing a good work. It
has ten kindergartens now under its
chargo, with one thousand sevon hun-
dred children enrolled, the expenses
bolnjr met by voluntary contributions.

Chicago Jfail.
In tho First Congregational Church,

Washington, D. C, no announcements
of nioctings are made from tho pulpit
Tho notices aro printed nnd placed in
the pews, and thoso Interested can
take them homo. Notices not sent in
tlmo to be printed must wait.

Washington dispatches say that
most of tho ono million dollars neces-
sary for the endowment of tho now Ro-

man Catholic University has alroady
been subscribed, and that ground will
be broken for tho erection of buildings
next spring.

Tho Rev. Narayan Shcshadrl writes
from India to Gcorgo H. Stuart, ot
Philadelphia, that thoro iii now a Y. M.
C. A. in Bombay, numbering nearly
five hundred membere, who aro doing
good religious work on tho island unit
in tho harbor. Thoy havo tholr own
Evangelistic Hall in that city.

Four Chinamen wero latoly bap-
tized by tho pastor of tho First Presby-
terian 'Church, Kansas City, Rov. Dr.
T. Schley Sclinff. Their names wero
Fong Gong, Gcct Sing, Ah Fong and
With Mok. Thoy sought baptism of
their own accord nnd oxhlbitra a good
understanding of tho rite nnd the doc-
trines of Christianity.

The followingresolution was passed
by tho Baptist Stato convontlon of Cal-

ifornia: "Wo deprecate the nnti-Chlne-

and spirit manifested
among our people toward tho Chinese,
and we think it on slit to increaso the
endeavors of tho faithful in seeking tho
salvation of tho heathen now in our
midst." The convention also urged
constant effort In tho extension of tho
work of evangelization among the Chi-

nese.
It is frequently said that "it takes

ninety cents to get n dollar to tho
hoathen." In fact diligent inquiry has
shown that it costs but nine per cent,
to do all tho homo work, whllo tho dol-

lar it worth ten per cent, more when it
gets fo its destination than when it is
contributed, on account of tho difierenco
of exchange beinir in favor of this
country. So that after meeting nil J
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it reaches the place where it is used one
dollar and ono cent. N. F. Times.

A new departure in church action
is the engagement of Mrs. Goodell, tho
wife of Rov. Dr. Goodell, of tho Pilgrim
Congregational Church, .St. Louis, as
an assistant in the parish work of tho
church of which her husband was tho
lato pastor. Soon after the death of
Dr. Goodell tho church requested Mrs.
G. to remain in St. Louis nnd engage
in such work as her heart nnd judg-
ment may dictate and her home duties
permit, and a salary of $1,200 a year
was voted her. St, Louis Pott.

God has mado man so that his eyes
look forward, and not backward; and
every special senso is fashioned so that
It looks to that which is before, rather
than to that which is behind. This is
God's order; and God's order is tho truo
one. Man is meant to go forward, not
to go backward; and ho is fulfilling his
truo destiny only ns ho keeps pushing
onward to now attainments, leaving
behind him tho things that aro behind,
and taking hold of tho things that are
before. Sunday-Selio- ol Times.

mum

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

Frogs aro tho greatest croakers in
tho world, and they novor do any work.

N. O. Picayune.
Tho Burlington (Vt.) Free Preis

complains that it cannot find "boodle"
in the dictionary, forgetful that tho
dictionary is not the pluco to look for
boodlo. Boston Post.

Thoro is a roport going tho rounds
that tho Java coffee crop this year will
bo a comparative failure. Javo hoar
such disngrooablo newsP But chicoory
still holds out Chicago Herald.

Ho "And now, Sarah, what kind
of an ongagomont ring shall I get you P"
She "Solid gold, I guess, Henry; I'm
so tired of wearing imitation gold for
engagements."

Brown was speaking ot the extrav-
agance of Mmo. X. "She is ruining
herself," ho said. "She's one of thoso
womon who'd sell tho very hair off iior
head to buy a now chignon!" French
Fun.

Says a wrltor on etiquette: "Smack-
ing tho lips should be nvolded.'' People
who are experienced in such matters,
however, say that it makes all the dif-

ference iu tho world whose lips assist
in tho smacking. Boston Transcript.

The large plaques painted by the
young ladios during the past fow years
aro ot some uso after all. Tho ladles
aro now, it seems, haying shanks put
on them, nnd utilizing them as buttons
on their coats and dresses. Peck's Sun.

Tho Queen of Italy employs a fe-

male physician. Whenevor the Queen
feels a little out of sorts she sends for
hor physician, and the two talk about
the latest fashions. This is tho medi-
cine that will cure many women. N.
Y. Telegram.

Country parson (who, in his poor
old parishoner's last illness, had chari-
tably sont him a oan of milk overy day
from the vicarage) "Well, Mrs. Pow-le- y,

and how have you been since your
sad loss?" Widow "Yes, sir poor
Izaak! he's gone! But afore he went,
sir, he left the quart o' milk to eome to
mo daily, poor dear!" Punch.

Mr, Howells says the home of fic-

tion is to be America. Mr. Howells
has evidently beon reading the news-
paper accounts of storms in the West,
where mules were lodged on the tops
of four-stor-y trees ana hailstones fell
"as large as pumpkins." And yet we
don't suppose the nowsnapers would
exaggerate about a little thing like
tha.t.Korrlttown Herald.

A Dakota fudge, in the course of
his charge to the jury, recently touohed
on an important point He said: "Al-
though the prosecution has established
the fact that tbe defendant's father
was onee a member of tho Legislature,
this should have no influence with you
in bringing in' your verdict Tho un-
fortunate afalr In the life of bis father
might, of course, make us look with
suspicion on tho family, but at the
same time It really proves nothing
against the defendant, sk he mayaa
deeply deplore the conduct of his pa-
ternal relative as aay f w."-JtHt- lmt

D. T.) BtU.
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FOE QUE YOUffl FLKS.
IN THE HEART.

1 i
Ten ask whero Is voath's fountain,
Are Its sparkling waters flowing

O'er shlnlnr golden sandsr

Til not where eastern rivers
Flow downward to tho main,, la that bright land of sunshine
Tou soek It all in vain.

Tls not In the sunny southland
u 'Neath fragrant orange groves, '.nor yet In the shadowy solitudes

Tbe northern wild bird lores.
Tls in the heart, tny child, where dwells

.
-- Honor, and love, and truth;

Then, In perpetual freshness,
Flows the beautiful fountain of youth.

.BuU O. Hart, tn Truumt Xrott.

' PRETTY POLLY.
Story of Two Parrots Which John's

Father Brought from Africa.
When Jocko was delivered into

John's hands, almost tbe first thing he
said to his delighted little master was:
"I am Polly-Jock- o; who aro you?"
Some of the sailors had taught him
this greeting, and also to call himself
"Polly-Jocko- ," which ho generally
did.

.John had seon several grown par-
rots, but none liko his new pet, who
was of a beautiful gray color, with a
bright red tail, and sqm'e soft, pinkish
feathers far down on his breast. This
is called an "African gray" parrot,
nnd is usually a fine talker.

You may bo suro that Jocko nnd
John soon becamo fast friends, and the
parrot would let John do almost any
thing ho pleased with him. At John's
order ho would Ho on the floor on his
back, with his fcot in the air, protend-
ing to bo dead. I must confess he
sometimes grow tired of keeping bis
eyes shut, and slyly peeped. Or he
would lot his master take him up and
cuddle him in his neck, as you would
a pet kitten, and when John said:
"Kiss me, Polly-Jocko- !" tho bird
would put his beak close to tho boy's
check, and, touching it with his funny
black tongue, would mako a noise like
drawing a cork out of a bottle, which
wns his kiss.

The gate at the entrance to tho front
yard had a long iron chain, and one, of
Jocko's principal amusements was to
cling to this chain while John swung
it violently back and forth. Sometimes
tho chain would force the,bird to mako
a real somersault, and then he would
scream with delight and shout: "Hur-
rah, boys! Hurrah!" as ho had learned
it from John.

He liked a tall wicker rocking-chai- r
mat stoou Dy we utrary window better
than any other playground, and John's
father used to say it was becauso the
enno seat and bamboo back reminded
him of his native land.

Whatever the reason was Polly dear-
ly loved to get out of his cage, clamber
on the back of that chair, and look out
of the window. He soon learned to
know the postman, and when he saw.
mm coming, wouia cry: 'Tostman's
coming! Postman's coming! Eliza!
Eliza!" Eliza being the maid, who al-

ways took the letters at the door.
Ho was such a gentle little creature

that every body loved him. When he
was walking about on tho floor, even
a stranger could persuade him to
"come and get his head scratched,"
which ho enjoyed liko a cat. And he
would "shako hands" in tho most
friendly way with any ono who asked
him.

But ho was very mlschlovous. too.
Sometimes when John's mother had
her work-bask- et on the table. Jocko
would steal her thread, her thlmblo, or
even her little scissors, and run off and
hide them. Onco tho thlmblo could
not be found. Mamma had looked for
it in every place sho could think of,
and at last sho said:

"John, that naughty Jocko must
have hidden my thimble. Perhaps if
you let him out again, and then sit
hero quietly with a book, and do not
say any thing to him, he will go and
find it

So tho cago door was opened, and
every body left tho room but John,
who sat very still with a book In his
hand. Out stepped Master Jocko very
daintily from his house, and began, as
he often did, to talk to himself in a
gentlo tone:

"Come, Polly! Come, Polly-Jook-

Come! Como! Come!"
Two or three times lie wnlked about

the room, peering into this and that,
then suddenly, as if he remembered
something, ho started for the hall door.
John followed quietly, and ,from what
hiding-plac- e do you think that naughty
bird took the lost thlmblo, as well as
John's slate-penc- il and a bit of bread P

Why, from papa's overshoe, which, ho
had left in the hall that morning!
Thoy all laughed, and then soolded
Jocko, and alter that they said to him
so often: "Jocko can find it," that he
learned to put his head wisoly on one
side, and say solemnly: "It's lost.
Jocko can find it"

Ho could sing "Pretty, pretty Polly
Hopkins" as well as John himself, and
"Yankee Doodle" was one of his fa-
vorites., Often when he was alone in
tho room ho would laugh and chuckle
and talk to himself in such a funny
way that I did not wonder when a ser-
vant in the house an ignorant girl-s- aid:

"Sure, ma'am, the burrud has an
ayvil sperrit in him!"

After John had been Jocko's master
for a few months, his grandmother
came to pay a visit, and brought her
parrot with her.

"Polly King," as ho was called
grandmother s name being King was
not at all like Folly-Jock- He was a
fierce, cross bird, who would let no-
body but bis mistress touch him, and
though he talked well and learned verv
easily, yet he was not a favorite, liko
bis gentle comrade. As soon as he ar
rived, John's father gave orders that
the two birds were never to be letojit
of their cages at the same time. Wfeen
Jocko took his airing, Polly, King must
stay behind the bars; and when Polly
King was out for a walk, Joeko must
be a prisoner.

The two cages hung in the dining-roo-

and sometimes it was very funny
to hear the birds talk. They seemed
to enjoy each other greatly, and each
learned something from the other. One
day John stood outside the door for
they talked best when, alone and
heard his bird sing the first linos of
tbe favorite song: "rretty pretty
Polly Hop-kin- s, How do you do oo

how do you doP"
To which, with great care, as if tbe

lesson were rather new, Polly King
sang in reply the next two lines: .

"I ant pretty well I thank you
How are you oo how are vouP"

Then Jocko said, as had often been
said to him:

"Kiss me, Polly, pretty Poll!" ,
And the other bird replied with the

funny cork-drawin- g noise that he had
learned from Joeko, aa4' whleb1 was
ealld to the family e Was. iff

It was all very aaostsf , and John

laughed, heartily. Suddenly he clapped
his bands together and said:

" I wonder it those birds woald real-
ly kiss each other if I lot them out to-

gether on the tablol"
Then ho remembered that papa Lad

forbidden that, and his face fell.
But tho little tomptcr who is not far

away from us when we want to havo
our own way whispered In bis oar:

Your father won't cam' He
thought they would hurt each other,
sjrd.(yM.seeta7'isav. 'the' best of
friends."
'VOf, course; they arel", answered

John, out loud. "That's fust what
papa meant, and now, as long as I
know they won't hurt each other, he
will not care. " And, without stopping
to let his conscience answer, he walked
into the room, took, down, 'the cages
from their hooks, sot them on the big
table, and opened each wire door.

For a few moments neither bird
seemed inclined to take a walk, but
after a little' they' swung thcmsolves
down by their beaks, stepped out, and
began to sidle toward each other.

John was delighted. 'Oh, good!"
he shouted. "They are going to" kiss
each othorl"

But, alas! there came a sudden whir
of wings, and Polly King darted at

Jocko like a little fury. TheirEoor met in tho "kiss" for which
John had been so anxious, and tho
next Instant Jocko stood as it stunnod,
with the blood dripping from his
tongue. Polly had bitten it almost
through, and now stood with raised
crest and fluttering wings, as if trying
to say: "Let mo do it again!"

John was dreadfully frightened, but,
at tho risk of a bite, he seized' his
grandmother's tbird, and put him" back
in tho cage; then turned to poor Jocko,
who wns now screaming with pain,
and fairly dancing on the table.

By this time mamma had heard, tho
noise, and ran down-stai- rs to soo' what
It all meant. "''

"Get a glos3 of water, John," she
said at once, and John went sorry .and
ashamed at tho result of his disobedi-
ence. ' )

When the water was brought, Jocko
put his bleeding tonguo in it and held
it there until the blood had ceased to
drip from it

"As slnslblo as a Christian, mum!"
said tho,cook, who ,stood in tho door-
way, watching him.

Then ho submitted to be put back in
his cage, and what do you think he did
to cure his woundP He plucked out of
his own breast tho soft littlo down that
grows undemoath the feathers, and
fairly plastered his tonguo with it,' and
for three days he sal very still and 'quiet
on his perch, eating nothing, bat
drinking a good doal, as if he wero
feverish. His tongue was swollen, and
hung from his beak, but ho kept It con-
stantly covered with down, which acted
as lint would on aiwoimdod man. Who
do you think taught him that secret?

Wo all feared he would die, and John,
who had confessed his own part in the
littlo tragedy to his 'father, was 'pun-
ished enough at tho thought of, losing
his pet through his wrong-doin- g:

But Jocko did not die. He got woll,
and we called him "Dr. Jocko," and
laughed at his treating his own caso so
successfully. vi ' 'Tib lesson was agood one for John,
nnd as for Polly King, he was never
let out of his cage again during the
visit, and I think bo felt he was in dis-
grace, and did not like his punishment

Gene H. UnderwooH, n Christian
Union.

Wishing and Doing.

"If I could only have what, I want
by wishing for it, how happy I should
be!"

Such is the thought of many a boy
who has been reading tho adventures
of "Aladdin and his Wonderful Lamp,"
or pouring over somo modern fairy-
tale. Stop a moment, my boy, and try
to picture such a lifo for yourself. Just
seo how, shorn of all need for effort, it
would soon pall and lose its Interest.
In this human lifo Of ours, the neces-
sity for toll adds to the delight of pos-
session. A bunch of crisp radishes
gathered for the tea-tab- le from your
own garden-plo- t, upon which you havo
bestowed much labor, possesses for
you an interest beyond any other rad-
ishes. The little doll-cha- ir fashioned
by you for sister's now doll may be
much clumsier' than the elaborate toys
furnished by the shops, but the inter-
est of making it, and the pleasure with
which brothers and sisters watched its
progress have given it a value in your
oyes far beyond that of any "bought-en- "

toys. When nextyou aro Inclined
to wish for any good, thank God that
you have the ppwer of laboring for it
and remember that "it is only good
for God to create without tolL'f S. 8.
Advocate. .r r ' I)

VISITING COSTUME8.
Daserlptloa of Three Klagant Suits of

tha Latest Fashion.
Light in weight and very stylish is n

suit formed oi Khayyam sergo and
surah silk in one of the new bois
browns. The serge underskirt is ar-
ranged in a wide box-pla- it in tho front,
in side plaits on each side, and is full
at the back. Plain sleeves and corsaga
of serge, finished with folds of surah
passing about neck, down fronts and
crossed, after whloh the ends are se-
cured beneath belt at waist line: stand-
ing collar rand cuffs of velvet.' Tbe
straw hat worn" with'' this suit is up-
turned at one side, and is trimmed with
band and upstanding bows of velvet
ribbon, same shade of collar and cuffs
of velvet on the bodloe and sleeves.
Gants de Suede in the lighter shade of
the serge and surah.

One of the most attractive dresses in
black is of Priestley's Princetta. a lus
trous fabrio, lighter than the silk-war- p

Henrietta. The waist has a kilted
plastron back and front of black surab,
outlined with a band of jetted passe-
menterie; belt, collar and cufts also of
the handsome jet trimming. 'The pe-
culiar skirt snows various kinds ot
plaltlngs in clusters divided by bands

is secured high up on the hips and falls
loif ontbe Tiaek of the7slrjT' The
pretty1 bonnet ofcrape Is trimmed with
ornaments of jet .ana cluster of flowers.

In one of the new 'corded' materials
is a peculiar, dress, made in a one-
sided style, with slight looping of the
skirt tj the, left, .while, jt tunic, edged
wtUi beaded 'band, is 'over the other
side,) The waist, too, is odd cut ap-
parently with the skirt Ut part, wkllo
the rest seems to be a distinct basque,
opening from the shouldemo' waist
line and InUhed with beaded band like
tha$ on, tunic, Philadelphia, Timfi.

s n , '

u TT'Tlentyof milk In jour,cans this
miorntngf" the customer asked "h milk-
man the other day. And the milkman
nodded gravely, as, without wlakla
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